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Summary:
Read the Tales of Andrew working with a mysterious and cryptic Detective who doesn't trust anyone except his family. Both of them are sucked into a world that's unknown to them, with the Detective's distrust towards the cannibalistic man he handcuffs his wrist with his so that Andrew doesn't get away and since they are the only humans in the Demon World they can only work and communicate together.

Will Andrew's strange, toxic and incestuous relationship with his sister, Ashley, be gone with the help of the Detective? Separated from his sister, Andrew and the Detective only have each other for now.

Notes:
This will be my own story of "The Coffin of Andy and Leyley" Chapter 3 following the world building, some lore, and information about the videogame.

I don't know what routes some YouTubers will take (hopefully the Friendship Route) but I want the Grave Twins actions face consequences, especially Ashley's.

I'll try my best to make it like an interactive video game but through writing for example:

"Should you or should you not follow the demon?"

➡️ Yes
No

Your decisions can and will effect the story. Have fun :)

Chapter 1
Chapter by ProjectCrimson
Chapter Text
A man with ivory hair and blue eyes, the color looking duller for the past few years because of working so hard, as the man inhales his cigarette.

 

He sits in front of the Crime Board, red strings and sticky notes around with evidence and bodies, connecting towards one photo of two specific twins. 

 

He blows out the smoke before smirking, showing his canines. His suspicions correct, as always.

 

"Found it." The Detective burns his cigarette bud against the photo of the Grave Twins.

 

Detective Daybreaker is his codename, fake name is Aurele Anderson why? Because he doesn't trust anyone and since there are enemies he made while doing his job, he can't disclose his family's last name. Well known for how he cracks confusing and mysterious cases, pitying for those people who's loved ones will never be found or solved so he solved all of them with a deadpan face as if it was easy like breathing air.

 

His Superior accidentally gave him a case on his desk but you took it out of interest and boredom, eventually after investigating the strange body disappearances and no sign of cause of death, you suspected it was a Murder and Cannibalism based on the blood stains and no body parts. The building that got burned down turned out to be organ harvesting building, you got the records of the former tenants who died from a friend. Then, crossed out the suspects involved in the building that got burned down, back to square one, or so he thought. 

 

He met the Graves Twins that were supposed to be dead in the park, you rubbed your eyes thinking you're seeing ghosts but they really are there. How did they survive the fire? Most of the former tenants died of hunger and thirst or got burnt by the fire, so burnt that their bodies were black and skin were melting while the hair is barely there or nothing. How... Suspicious.

 

The second time you encountered them was an accidental encounter, you heard them while in the same cafe, you were inside while they were outside, they were talking about the "evidence". A feminine voice saying "How no one will know, no one saw us" and "We escaped anyway." while the man said "Just making sure..." while hearing him flip a page of paper, possibly newspaper.

 

You lean against the wall at the other side of the door, continuing to hear their conversation. Other people wouldn't pay attention how suspicious that sounds or do but shrug it off, minding their own business. Not for you though, you can call him paranoid but he doesn't miss a single detail, no matter how small. Now, that doesn't mean you find them guilty, you still need evidence and confirmation but one thing is for sure, 

 

The Graves Twins are on your list of suspects. And you had no idea how on the nose you were until months later of observing them.

 

You knock on the apartment door, you hear them shout each other back and forth on who will open the door before there's shuffling inside and finally someone opens the door. Andrew Graves, the male counterpart of Ashly Graves, you suspect he might be the one who does the dirty deeds but not the mastermind.

 

"What is it?" The man asked, disinterested. A metal chain can be heard coming from your inner pocket.

 

"Mr. Andrew Graves and Ms. Ashly Graves, both of you are under arrest for commiting Serial Killings and Cannibalism. You have the right to remain silent, anything you say can and will be used against you in court."

 

"WHAT!?"



Chapter 2: "Working with an enemy"
Summary:
The Detective arrests the Graves siblings, bringing them along to the Police Station as Andrew panics while Ashley shrugs and says that "He doesn't have any evidence, what's there to be afraid about?"

Andrew is the first you investigated which leaves Ashly to ponder on her thoughts, until a turn of unexpected events happen.

Notes:
Credits to Mystic Mystro for editing this chapter :))

(See the end of the chapter for more notes.)

Chapter Text
"Officer, officer, we wouldn't do that. Why would we? I mean, we've been in this house for a week, occasionally going to the park and Cafe." Ashley steps in beside her brother, he takes a step back for her to take control of the situation

 

"Besides, what proof do you have against us? We're innocent civilians trying to scrap our way in living." She gives you a sly smile, she thinks they can get away from murder. Why wouldn't they? The apartment was burned down and no one saw them killing that Cult guy in the park nor did he saw them kill and throw their parents bodies.

 

'Shit. Why didn't I have a vision of this?' Ashley internally groaned.

 

"Tell me about the time and places you two have been this part week." You listen to her bullshit alibis and write down on what she said.

 

"See? Are we not innocent? Now, when are you off duty? I've never seen such a pretty and handsome face." She winks at you, thinking they are let off the hook.

 

"Ashley" Andrew hissed out, rightfully warning her not to flirt with the cop or just jealous.

 

"Hush Andy, we're talking." You put your notepad in your inner pockets as she steps closer and leans towards you, intentionally showing her cleavage, while smiling.

 

"So, what do you say Mr. Officer?"

 

"I say, you put your hands behind your back." She looks at you in shock as you handcuff her.

 

"Let me reiterate. You have the right to remain silent, anything you say can and will be used against you in court. Go ahead and flirt with Prosecutor, see how that will turn out for you." You gave her to a female officer to pat Ashley down in case she has any weapons.

 

"What the hell officer!? My sister stated where we were for the past week! What more can we prove our innocence?" He takes a step back from you as you approach with another pair of handcuffs.

 

"All evidence has led to the both of you, unless proven otherwise, both of you are coming with me to the Police Station for investigation. You can call up a lawyer to defend both of you. Now, put your hands behind your back." Andrew clenches his teeth, reluctantly letting you cuff him, knowing if he resists he will be charged. You and the Police escort both of them to the Station, Andrew goes in first to be investigated while Ashley waits outside with the two officers, flirting.

 

"Are you married?"

 

"Yes."

 

"The Mrs. Doesn't have to know~"

 

"Take a seat, I'm Detective Daybreaker, name is Aurele Anderson. Let's get straight to the point." You briefly introduced yourself, putting a leg on the other. Andrew keeps a calm face, trying to look calm and not suspicious, this is an investigation if he plays his cards right, they can get out of here and move into another town.

 

"Who sold the both of you to the Organ Theft Operation?"

 

"Our mother, she wanted money for her and her husband. Me and mom used to be close so it was a surprise even for me that she sold us off." Already the start of questioning is distasteful but he has to keep it up.

 

"Do you know what their names are?" There was no last name similar to Graves so you had to inquire.

 

"I think it was... Maria and William Woods? I don't know. We don't have any family photos nor did they said their names in front of us. Our mom is five feet tall, has eye bags, old, emerald eyes like mine and black hair, while our incompetent father is taller, black hair too and pink eyes like Ashley's."

 

"I see." You hum, noting down what he said.

 

"Oh, and they are dead." He added bluntly, no emotion whatsoever in his tone but you saw something in his eyes akin to sadness before it quickly disappeared as fast as it appeared, you ask another question as you continue to write.

 

"Mhm. Julia Lamb, your ex-girlfriend, said that Ashley has major dependency towards you, when she was dating you, your sister sent death threats through voicemails and emails causing her to harm herself and attempted suicide. Are you aware of that?" 

 

"No. I wasn't aware and my sister wouldn't do such a thing, we broke up because she was waiting for me when I was quarantined in the Organ harvesting building." You nod your head, knowing he's lying. The biggest reason on how you can solve and crack cases is because of the course you took in Psychology, easily identifying someone's true intentions and knowing if they are lying or not. You ask another question.

 

"Why did you murder Nina?" Andrew widens his eyes.

 

"H- huh? Nina? H- how did you..." He looks at you with wide eyes, guilt flashing before he tries to calm himself down. You narrow your cold dull eyes, honestly, the question was a gamble on your part. You don't actually know if the both of them killed Nina but, since they killed other victims, it is likely true.

 

"Nina... She was our childhood friend, why would we murder her? She was Ashley's, Julia's and my best friend." His hands begin to tremble as he clenches on his pants, being reminded of how he accidentally killed Nina by Ashley's manipulation makes him feel like he's going to puke.

 

"Nina had a crush on you from the parents knowledge, which are still grieving of their dead daughter." Andrew bit his bottom lip, furrowing his brows, shit, should he start fake crying?

 

"We're grieving too but there's a lot going on in our lives Detective. From our parents negligence, to being sold off to a Organ Theft Operation, our parents death and having to survive on our own with barely pennies in our names." He tries to make you sympathize with them, he takes note of how the slight change of tone of your voice when you mentioned the parents of Nina grieving of their deceased daughter. While he does feel bad Nina and her parents, right now he's focusing on his plan of how he and his sister can escape.

 

"I can see you feeling guilty, but will Ms. Ashley? From Julia's information, she has possessive, manipulative and dependency towards you and how you don't stand up for her. As well as having evidence recordings in her history." You tilt your head slightly, your ivory bangs swaying as your icy and cold eyes looking down at him.

 

Andrew bit his lip and shifted uncomfortably on his seat, feeling the room growing hot than it usually is. His brows furrowed and peered into your cold, dull eyes. He tries to gain some sort of sympathy from you after a moment of silence. Some way to escape this situation. Andrew did his best to cause his eyes to grow wet as his lips formed into a thin line, and yet, the detective hadn't returned a reaction.

 

"Let's continue questioning." You ignore his bait and took a sip of your water, involving emotions can be dangerous, you need to show neutrality and maintain professionalism. Andrew feels like he can't handle anymore of your questions, especially with those eyes of yours.

 

'Ashley... I'm going to kill you for not predicting this.'

 

"Sooooo, what do you do as cops? Arresting people? Abusing your power? Must be fun having all the power right~?"

 

"Depends on the person, but corruption won't be tolerated in this Station." Her mouth turns into an "o" shape before asking another question. 

 

"Can't you let me and my brother leave? Or at least make me leave, if there's any evidence, my brother is to blame for manipulating me. By the way, when are you two off duty? I can give great services for your hard work~" The Cops sighed, tired of her yapping.

 

"Ma'am we're going to have to duck tape you if you continue talking such nonsense that doesn't connect with the situation you're in." The female officer stated with an another tone as she crossed her arms.

 

"Oooo~ so you like it rough huh? I can deal with that." Ashley winks, sticking her tongue out playfully.

 

They duck taped her mouth.

 

'Okay but seriously, why didn't I have a vision of that Detective or officer or whatever to come in and arrest us?' She pondered, they sacrificed their parents souls so what did they do wrong? Did that greedy demon wanted more?

 

'Ugh, all I wanted was to live a life with Andrew. Not get arrested.' she groans through her tape. The ground starts to tremble, she raises a brow and looks down, seeing how even the cops can feel it she isn't hallucinating.

 

"What the fuck is going on?'" She said but the cops can't understand her because of the tape muffling her words. Suddenly, a big pitch black hole seeps from the ground with a dark tentacle with outlined red eyes emerges from the crevice, taking Ashley while another dark tentacle arises and forms into a sharp blade before cutting both of the officers before they could react. 

 

"MMM! MMPH MFFM!" The officers blood splatters everywhere onto her face, clothes, walls and floor as her words are muffled by the duck tape while the dark shaped tentacle grabs her. Other officers arrive at the scene with horrified expressions of their colleagues blood and bodies laid lifeless on the ground while the suspect gets dragged down on the pitch black crevice.

 

Meanwhile, in the Investigation room, a big black hole appears under Andrew is an ebony formed tentacle dragging him down while another appears and forms into an axe and swings at you but with your quick reflexes, you grabbed a blade in your inner pocket and slash the thing as its black ink splatters onto your face and clothes. The Detective scoffs and seals his mouth shut to avoid potential fluids entering in, unbeknownst of another one slithering its way to the detective's feet— the Detective gets dragged down by another tentacle. 

 

But not without managing to pull a pouch bag with him along as well as he prepares for impact.
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Welcome to the Underworld! How was the Fall?

 

— Salutations from the Void.

 

A sound of clattering and tumbling was heard and figures fell from above, any creature near the area — the smaller ones at least — fled quickly in fear as a grunt erupted from a detective's throat. His head throbs due to the impact, but he expected it. You opened you eyes when you noticed immediately felt the temperature of the surroundings. 

 

The smell of Blood, 

 

Screams echoing from the distance, 

 

The temperature heeding towards the warmer parts more than it should be, 

 

The Sky is painted with crimson, 

 

And you laid atop of a bunch of crushed bones and skeletons.

 

The detective quickly stands up and almost slipped at something beneath, you regret peering down when you heard a crack. You cringed once you realized you've stepped on an old bone that tuns to dust after what you did. 

 

The detective eyes instantly looked for his bag that he took with him, carefully standing up and treading to the bag he spots from the distance. Far from the body of skeletons. You slipped down at a slope to head towards the ground quicker and grasped at your bag. 

 

The detective discovered one missing snack in his bag as his eyes narrow when he discern the sound of munching from a meter away from him. You swiftly yet silently walked towards the noise with a silver blade in hand, but before you could apprehend the thief you stop when he perceives the familiar eyes, raven hair and slim body.

 

It's apparent how the man never exercised in his entire life yet was still capable enough to cause harm of others. His sister as well has apparently a large appetite. Its disgusting to think about one of the crimes they've done. 

 

Andrew handled the cuffs from his wrists after waking up and noticing that its withered down enough to break, he took one of the sandwiches from a sealable bag inside a pouch bag that looks to be the size of someone's back. It can fit maybe ten or eleven items inside depending on the size. 

 

Andrew was so hungry, he hasn't eaten a proper, normal snack in such a long time since he and his sister escaped the apartment and ate their neighbor and their parents. There was no food around, and they were never taught how to hunt either. So they resorted with the only solution they can do for their survival and hunger.

 

He was able to eat it all within two bites, he sighed and peers around the place. Assuming that he detective was no longer around to pressure him, good riddance, Andrew stand up from his kneeling position and pondered about taking the bag he saw a moment ago. There were still some food and two water bottles as well.  

 

Andrew's eyes narrow when he glanced at the neighboring of the world, "Ugh, here again? Well, the only difference is that: my sister isn't here..." Andrew says out loud as he was starting to walk back to the bag he saw earlier. He freezed from his tracks when he feels a looming presence behind him.

 

Andrew quickly whips his head around as his eyes went wide and eyebrows flew upwards as he took a step back when the detective's figure stood behind him. "You- !" He stumbles back and steps on a dusty rock that easily dissipates once his foot stomped on it.

 

The detective's eyes narrow into a slight glare after hearing his words previously, you didn't hesitate to grab his wrist and pulled him closer. 

 

"What do you mean the both of you were here before? Have you two stupidly made a deal with some devil?"

The detective wasn't far from the truth.

 

"Bingo! Bullseye! Right on the money!!!!"

 

You take a step back when a black cat appeared in front of you, it levitated from the ground for a minute before it lunged at you and stretched its little limbs around your shoulders. Its purrs were audible as their attention snaps at the raven-haired man with eyes piercing through Andrew's soul, he flinched with how intense the cat's emerald-colored eyes were. 

 

 

The detective released a hum as he slowly scratched the cat's chin, the feline purrs in response as it nudged its head to the detective's direction. It leaps away from you once you turn around to see an abandoned warehouse and next to it was a rundown mall, the cat strides forward and hissed at Andrew. He steps back with a scowl at the black cat.

 

 

The black feline jumps at a trashcan, sitting atop of it and rotates its head around to gaze at the two unfortunate souls to be dragged down to hell.

 

"Follow me fellow mortals, demons can tell your souls aren't from here." The feline warns with a hint of amusement in its tone, you suspected the black cat's gender to be male. The feline's eyes flickered again towards Andrew, if a cat can smile. It'd be a cheshire grin as his furred lips curled, showing off he's animal canines.

 

"Especially you~ little brat." The feline treads first, the younger man steps forward to follow it before you pull his wrist back, he tries to pull his wrist back but your firm grip stays him in place.

 

"Hold it. You're still under arrest, when we get out of here, you and your sister will be arrested and punished by death penalty or life imprisonment. Until then." Andrew hears a familiar metal clicking, he looks down and widens his eyes in horror.

 

"I will keep an out on you and you cannot separate from me whatsoever." You put a handcuff on his wrist with yours. 

 

"Are you really doing this now? We should work together since we're both stuck here in this hellhole!" He argues, you pull the handcuff as he gets dragged by you similar to a ragdoll, he stumbles in his footing as your sharp glare can almost pierce through his head. Well, if only looks good kill.

 

"Listen here Andrew Graves. I've been investigating, observing and researching in all of my cases, especially yours. If you think you can get slip through my fingers, I'm going to have to use lethal force." Andrew looks at you wide-eyed as he sees you're serious. You and the young man heard snickering, Andrew realized it came from the black cat with a relaxed smirk displayed.

 

The feline continues to stride forward and seems to guide the two only humans in the world, assisting them so casually as the cat scratched at the damaged door and tilts his head to the detective and encourage you to open the door as the cat leaps at another way and climbs inside an opened broken glass window. 

 

Both of you simultaneously look at each other.

 

"For now, I will treat you as a citizen until we get out of here, your safety will be my priority."

 

"I'm not guilty." He denied immediately.

 

"Yet." You state, the both of you glare at each other  before walking together towards the building where the cat walked into.

 

I wonder what they will find?

 

 

Ashley wakes up, groaning as she touches her head, a putrid smell invades her nose before looking at where she landed she widens her eyes, immediately getting off of the rotting bodies.

 

"Ew, ew, ewww!!!" She exclaimed taking more steps away from them as she smells herself.

 

"Fuck, I smell like a corpse now. Thanks a lot demon!" She cursed before looking around and see a familiar environment, she puts a hand to her hip.

 

"Guess we're back here again huh Andy? At least we escaped." She smirks looking beside her seeing no one.

 

"Andy?" No response.

 

"This isn't fucking funny Andy, if I see you hiding from me I will fucking kill you!" She looks around every corner, looking into the abandoned and damaged buildings, even seeing if her brother is among the rotten corpses.

 

But she found nothing.

 

"O- okay Andy, this prank isn't funny alright? Come out now or else!" She looks around again.

 

"Andrew?"

 

No response.

 

"Fuck, fine! I won't call you Andy anymore you pretty bastard!"

 

No response.

 

"... Andrew?"

 

No response.

 

"ANDREW!!!"

 

Her cries for Andrew didn't reach him.

 

 

Current inventory: 

• Five sandwiches from your sisters and a side of bunny-shaped apple slices inside a sealable bag.

• Glock 18

• Dagger.

• A picture of his little sisters.

• A drawing from his sisters (He thinks it's the greatest masterpiece)

• A half filled water bottle and a filled second one.

• Charm bracelet (gifted to him by his sisters during their Arts and Crafts. You wear it to work everyday.)

• A pack of three cigarettes left.

 

Safety meter: 16% danger is not far from your feet...

 

Status: Enemies (0%)



Chapter 3: Keeping The Enemy Close
Summary:
The chapter focuses on the duo as they navigate through the streets of the underworld with a cat guiding their way out of amusement.

Andrew tried to escape and find his sister but fails miserably with a broken bone in his spine.

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
The duo tread through the door — after a minor inconvenience which led to both of them having to push door with force. Andrew didn't do much since the detective is much stronger compared to him and all he had to do was break the doorknob.

 

Andrew yelped in surprise when he stepped on something, you felt yourself getting pulled back as Andrew places one foot after another further back. You tugged at the handcuff so the younger man can stop being so dramatic — oh, 

 

"Yuck! Ugh... I feel like I'm going to barf." Andrew says in a nauseating tone as he placed his hand over his nose, trying to prevent the scent of old decomposing organs.

 

You whipped your head back in front of you to witness a decaying corpse, perhaps that's obviously what caused Andrew's discomfort and reaction. The Detective grabbed Andrew's wrist and provided — for the first time, — a squeeze of comfort in response to Andrew's fear. The Detective's eyes flickered back into focus on the dead body and didn't bother to see Andrew's reaction to your slight comfort.

 

The Detective didn't look visibly phased or reacted as Andrew. He watch as the cat strides forward ahead of them after coming out of nowhere and nipped at the dead body's neck — impressively displaying strength and pushing the body aside so the two can move onward.

 

The ink substance acting as blood trailed behind the corpse while the cat drags it far, returning with almost striking confidence equivalent to a human.

 

"Tell your mortal friend to stop acting like a wimp while he's here," the raven feline said and walks ahead once more and leaving Andrew glaring daggers at the cat as he grunts. "It's not like he's someone new here anyways." The Detective narrow his eyes towards Andrew as the man stiffens and casts a glance at another direction rather than the detective's cold eyes.

 

 

"Hey, over there!" Andrew ordered, pointing at the area labeled "Weapons" and glare at the Detective as you rolled your eyes in return to his words.

 

"Last I checked, you're still a criminal." You responded as the cuffs chain chimed and jingled because of both of your bickering for the past hour while the cat rests on top of a shelf and watching.

 

The feline stretched and curls up into himself while the two continued to argue or cut the other off mid-sentence. You sighed and tugged at Andrew again, he stumbles back due to your force and his back hits your shoulder. The detective grunts and trip on something— Andrew tried to return to his footing but you pulled his arm back as well so the two of you fall together. "Ugh! Why do you have to be such an asshole?!" 

 

"Because you are too," the Detective says,

 

"Also, you can get off of me now." He said in a tone so blunt and calm it always annoys Andrew to no end without the realization of what the Detective's referring to. Andrew peers up at you with emerald dull eyes narrow into another glare. He grasps unto your arm. "Listen, you bastard." 

 

Andrew hissed in anger, irritation evident in his eyes.

 

"Stop acting like you're you're boss of all things when you're not,"  he growled as you raise a brow at his threat. "You're just some mindless bastard listening to whatever higher stuck-ups in the government because you love the money don't you?" 

 

"You don't actually care of those who are unfortunate—" 

 

"Mr. Graves, shut it." You warned, sitting up, your cold gaze piercing through him.

 

"You have no idea or clue what process I had to do to solve cases like yours and reasons I chose to solve and lock up the abominations of society like you." You push him back when he didn't bother to move on top of you and pick him up by the shirt.

 

"You don't actually give a shit about the people you've killed and ate. I found traces of your footsteps in your parents house and their bones, which the autopsy's identified as the parents you described, in a nearby lake. That will add another key evidence of both of your crimes." You spat before calming down by inhaling and exhaling, your hand reaching forward as his eyes widen in fear and squeeze his eyes shut, but what was out of character of you, and something that's very unexpected in his eyes, was your hand patting away dust on his pants.

 

"But, like I said, I will treat you as a citizen since we are in an unfamiliar environment, it is my duty to protect people, even people like you." You state firmly, refusing to drop your professionalism. The only time you do, is when you feel safe with your family, oh how much you miss them. 

 

"Demon, is there a time difference between the human world and the underworld?" You inquired, turning to the cat watching you two with amusement. You certainly didn't want to follow it, first, because it talked and second, how can a cat exist in the underworld? Your suspicions grew when it dragged the body with it's small stature, alas, the both of you don't have a choice. It isn't harming you two yet so perhaps it finds you two entertaining.

 

You will have to keep cautious and on guard while you're here, the cat flicked his tail at the Detective. "Hmm, perhaps. What do I get in return for my generosity?" It was barely any information but you might as well humor it.

 

"Mr. Graves hand."

 

"Say what!?"

 

"Deal."

 

"What the fuck! You said you would treat me as a citizen while we're in the underworld!"

 

"I didn't say I wouldn't be cautious of you. You are still a threat to me so perhaps cutting your hand would give you a warning." 

 

"Fuck you." The both of you explore the warehouse, ignoring the smell of blood and rotting corpses. The Detective went with Andrew's wishes to head towards the weaponry area or he might cause unnecessary inconveniences later on, your expectation stand corrected when there are barely anything. 

 

Andrew still wanted to search for anything in here though, the Detective decided to assist Andrew so he can be quiet after this. The two of you discovered a crossbow underneath Andrew's foot where he almost crushed it if not for you to grab him and pull him back before there were any damages of the old weapon. 

 

You kneeled down and inspected it, gliding your finger to its contraptions and hidden screws to see if it can still function. Andrew rolled his eyes and took it, the Detective scoffs at the younger man's lack of patience and stood up as he already started to search for their arrows to the crossbow.

 

* You have acquired a crossbow. 

 

The Detective staggers back when a sharp feeling shocked him, Andrew stumbles back again as he whips his head around with an annoyed expression at your halt. "What?"

 

You don't respond to him as you quickly rolled up your sleeve, a diamond shape was engraved on it with fresh blood dripping on the floor and the sides of your skin. You hissed at the pain, why are the smallest wounds always so painful? 

 

The carving stopped once the diamond shape appeared, you heard a yelp from Andrew as he also lifted up his sleeve in instinct to the pain. He looked up at you with wide eyes as he turns to the cat, "The fuck is this..?" 

 

"Hmm," the cat thinks of a response. "I don't know," he lies and licks his paw as you narrowed your eyes at the cat and Andrew still shakes from the pain of the developed scar on his wrist. You let out a sigh, great, a tattoo forcefully carved into your skin is not something you wanted. You take out a handkerchief in your inner pocket of your coat before turning to Andrew.

 

"Give me your wrist."

 

"Why? To cut it?" He looks at you with narrowed eyes.

 

"Don't be ridiculous, just give it to me so it can stop bleeding." He hesitantly gives it to you, your hand lightly apply pressure on his wrist. A moment of silence indulged between the two of you before Andrew spoke with a nagging thought of what you said from earlier with the cat.

 

"Were you actually serious of cutting my hand off?"

 

"No. I'm not cruel, if I was, I wouldn't have my career right now." You continue wiping the blood before tying the handkerchief together and wrapped it up so the bleeding can stop but not enough pressure so Andrew can still flex his wrist around. 

 

"Detectives and Officers are supposed to be society's protectors, if I allow my emotions to get the better of me, the injustice would be dead and I would be put in jail, yes I would do good but killing people will still be bad. What if the killers had a reason? What if they had family? What if they had people caring for them?" You finish tying the knot as Andrew — for some reason — listened to your words with shock to your reason of being reserved and developing a broody and distrustful character.

 

"Let us resume our search. Human food is unlikely down here but we must try no?" Andrew coughs on his free hand, and flushed slightly when he noticed that he's been staring a little too long on your face and almost got attached to your touch. 

 

He doesn't need it, he has Ashley. She's all he needs, nobody else, no one else but her.

 

But Julia. He felt bad for projecting his fantasies of his feelings for Ashley on her, he did fell in love with her at one point but Ashley is so... She's, well — 

"Come on," you nudge at Andrew's shoulder.

 

"There's a low chance there will be any human food in the underworld and would have to save up our appetite on the five sandwiches we have since one of them were eaten earlier." 

 

Andrew scratched the back of his head as you mentioned the sandwich situation hours ago.

 

"You didn't answer me however, did you made a deal with the Devil?" You asked after the two of you walked out of the warehouse, the cat granted you two arrows from a decaying corpse — you had to clean it for safety. 

 

Andrew tensed as he was stopped, he stays silent for a minute. And then another minute longer. "How about we think of a name for the cat?" 

 

"Mr. Graves." Your tone sounded like a parent scolding a child. Your mannerisms almost resembles one with your arms crossing your chest and staring down at the younger man.

 

"It's only between me and my sister, I can't disclose personal information." Andrew scoffed at the nosy Detective prying once more in his personal life.

 

"Your sister isn't here with you, and last time I checked, you are stuck with me as I am with you." You look down on him behind your bangs, Andrew holds back a flinch when he noticed the way the Detective's eyes turn south and deep cold. 

 

Almost equivalent to the ocean, deep and mysterious. Yet at times, it can be beautiful and glorious depending on which sea a few divers would jump into. But the danger of the ocean is still apparent and shouldn't be neglected, Andrew wants to direct the man's attention somewhere else. 

 

"Now, Mr. Graves. Your cooperation might get you somewhere and I may consider  convincing the Prosecutor to give you a shorter life sentence in prison." 

 

"What about my sister?"

 

"I can't say the same thing for her, she's not the one I'm stuck with."

 

"It's still not confirmed that I'm guilty." Andrew stubbornly presumes in denying what's the truth, trying to prevent going into a cell or worse death after this whole adventure in the Underworld.

 

"Then if you're so innocent, tell me the information needed to navigate this realm." The thin man clicks his tongue, you always have the end of the conversation.

 

"... I, can't." Andrew murmurs. His eyes turned to the ground. 

 

"And why is that?" The Detective's tone shifted slightly, if Andrew could notice it. But he can't, intimidated by the man since before all of this occured into a mess.

 

"We made a deal not to disclose any information to anyone." Andrew honestly confessed for the first time since he's been talking with the Detective. Even if the Detective is skeptical. You let out a sigh of annoyance, pinching the bridge of your nose between your index and middle finger.

 

"You should've said so from the beginning." Andrew knows that you know he just doesn't want to tell you most of the deal but it's a reasonable explanation no? Besides, it is true that there will be consequences if he ever discloses information about the deal between him and Ashley with The Entity.

 

"Let's get going then." 

 

 

Week 1- Day Two

 

The raven feline meows, stretching again and curling into a ball. His eyes flickered to the two mortals taking a break and drinking water, Andrew made a fuss with the Detective for limiting his free will to drink as the Detective still refused to waste anymore than they already have. Eventually, he piped down but his energy is starting to deteriorate with how much you two walk in the blood covered streets and avoiding certain creatures lurking around the realm.

 

With the convenient assistance from the black cat, helping them shield themselves for the day inside a small broken down store to eat or drink (mostly Andrew since you didn't trust any of the food from this realm) before pressing unto another place to stay safe since for once, the two agreed to not stay longer than they should be so demons wouldn't be able to catch them if they move from one area to another.

 

The two of you walked beside an alleyway, in which the cat still guides you both to another area to stay again. Andrew stops and you get pulled by him and take a glance.

 

"Get a move on Mr. Graves." You pull the chain.

 

"Just... Give me a break okay? We've been walking for who knows how long, my legs are are starting to ache."

 

"It's only been a 36 hour walk." The cat states as he also stopped from his tracks and turned his head around with a deadpan expression.

 

"Huh. Time flies faster then I expected." The suspect cuffed to you wipes his chin with his free hand, the heat of the Underworld getting to him.

 

"Can't we take a break? We can move afterwards."

 

"We barely have anything and you want to take a break? We don't even have any sleeping bags to sleep on." Andrew points at a crooked and scrawny tree. It looks small and and has no big tree branches to fall onto the both of you.

 

"Let's just rest there. At least let me regain my energy before moving." You let out a sigh for the one hundredth time but complied to his wishes. You swept him under his feet, literally, by picking him up and going towards the tree.

 

"What the- !? Hey! What the hell are you doing!?" He exclaimed in discomfort.

 

"You said your legs hurt correct? Although it is not a far walk from here, leg pain can cause various health problems like heart attacks or strokes. Just bare with me for a minute and I will set you down, do you want me to make any adjustments?" Andrew goes silent when you explained your reasoning, of course, everything has a reason or logical explanation from you.

 

"Can you adjust your left hand on my legs? It's uncomfortable."

 

"Noted." It was a silent walk from there, only footsteps heard as the feline follows the two.

 

The cat climbs on top of the crooked tree and lays his chin on top of his paw while he watched the two bond, they will eventually get used to each other and become accustomed with the environment the longer they linger here.

 

Andrew was placed down as he observes he's carved wound, the diamond symbol on his wrist. He slowly unwrapped the neckerchief. He hissed as the hot air hits his skin.

 

"Don't touch it. It'll infect the wound." 

 

"I know." Andrew continues to gaze at the symbol on his wrist. Whenever he and Ashley had a vision, there would be no imprint of a symbol, is it because they're physically in the underworld? Numerous theories goes through his head until the Detective hums a tune which snaps his train of thought.

 

"How can you be so... Relaxed?" Andrew looks at him with an eyebrow raised.

 

"I've been in far worse circumstances then this, might as well collect every and any material that is useful and adapt to the situation." You break twigs, sticks and decayed leaves before lightening the pile up with your lighter.

 

It's a small fire but at least it's a fire. Now, you may ask, the Underworld is already hot, why add another layer of heat? Answer:  because it can be a source of light. Ever since they were dropped here, there is no source of light other then the blood crimson sky and the cat that guides them, and since you feel there's no danger in the area, why not light a fire?

 

"How's your wound?" You inquired Andrew without looking at him.

 

"... It's not excruciating to move anymore, to say the least." Andrew responds as he twist his wrist around, the movement hurting him but it's getting better. The Detective lets out a hum afterwards and silence filled the air once more. The sound of fire was the only noise accompanying them and maybe the screams from a far as well.

 

The Detective wipes off sweat from his head as he tied his hair back, taking off his jacket since he feels himself getting slightly lightheaded the more he's still wearing the jacket while in a domain of an already heating temperature of air. He wraps it around his waist as a bracelet appears and chimed against its beads, you peered at it for a moment. 

 

Being reminded of your little sisters at home hurts. But you will come back, and they wouldn't need to cry anymore once he returns. He's sure that the Police Department by now are searching for him and the Grave siblings, his family will be informed soon if he isn't found in twenty-four hours.

 

"Who made you that? Your girlfriend?" Andrew asked mockingly and out of boredom.

 

"My sisters." 

 

"Lucky. Ashely never makes me anything, other then make me do shit for her." You glance at him before looking at the fire. They haven't eaten a proper meal since a sandwich for the past thirty six hours while in the Underworld, especially you, you haven't eaten anything since you dropped down. Only taking a few small sips of water and not eating anything and since you can't trust him to cook, you're making dinner(?) Now.

 

The Detective decides to scout around the area to get familiar with his surroundings, to Andrew's surprise. He discern a sound of meddle being released, he stares down at his wrist that was once a circular bind of a cuff. He rubs it quickly after snapping out of it.

 

Andrew blinked and glanced at the Detective slowly, he stands up and walked away from Andrew with little words as he always use to speak with the younger man. "I'll be heading out to find food. Cat, you guard him, bite Mr. Graves leg if you have to."

 

"Will do~!" The feline purrs out as Andrew rolled his eyes. 

 

And he treads far and out of sight from Andrew, leaving his bag and the cuffs on his belt. Andrew glanced at the cat on top of a crooked branch, looking like its going to break soon. Andrew slowly crawled away from the tree, grabbing on the Detective's bag. And break into a run. 

 

Andrew ran as fast as he could without turning his head back, he didn't hear a sound from the cat that signals he's chasing him. Well, he's a fast runner. He's confident — for once — that he's quicker than some annoying furball. Unbeknownst to the sound of footsteps until he stopped and take a break, leaning against a worn down brick wall. 

 

"... I got this," Andrew breathes as he sweats, his shirt is going to stink with his scent. "... I don't need that asshole, or that damn cat. I'll get out of here, and be back to my Ashley." Andrew grins in thought of hugging her after being apart for who knows how long.

 

Andrew takes a foot forward, he freezes when he discerns a growl from somewhere and tuns around to a nearby corner to hide. He awaits until the beast passes him, he peaks his head out when he thinks the coast is clear and he can keep running to the direction of the Entity's domain ring. He can offer the Detective's soul in return for his freedom. 

 

And he'll be free.

 

Andrew smiles at his plan, unaware of a speeding sound of hooves against gravel, and when he realizes it — he's back already met something hard; against stone. He's vision was shaken up as he looked up of who attacked him, he's eyes widened when a deer rammed him against the stone wall. 

 

It was a male, body made out of shadows and yet still hostile enough to attack. It huffed and shakes its head after shoving Andrew, his blood runs cold when he hears the creature's stomach grumble. It was hungry, and he's the prey. 

 

Andrew instantly went to run and grab on the nearest ladder or tree, deers can't climb, right? He can't out-run it either, so he'll have to resort to the climbing option and wait until the hungry deer is sick of him and search for someone else to eat. He's back was shoved once more and he comes flying an falling down unto the black dirt that almost acts as sand — but much more uncomfortable. He hissed when some of it got prickled his wound on his wrist. 

 

He struggled to stand up and start sprinting again — until the deer brought its hooves against his back. He screams and went into a defensive position, covering his arms on top of his head and body curled around him as he waits for another blow to happen. He swore he could distinct a crack when he's back was clashed against strong demonic hooves of a creature from the Underworld. 

 

The bag Andrew stole from the Detective was nowhere to be seen or in his grip anymore, and now he's truly defenseless. Unable to fight back against a demon from Hell as it's ready to hurt him once again, except it didn't get to. A gunshot was heard instead of the creature's heavy breathing and the painful stomping against his skin and bones.

 

The creature released a loud and ear-piercing screech, it growled and the the sounds of firing gunshots and the creature's noises of pain echo. Andrew was terrified when he takes a peak and saw the deer creature morph into a horrific sight, he feels like throwing up in absolute fear as he closed his eyes again while he crawled far from the demon and against another tree in the color of dark purple.

 

The creature transitioned from a minor deer, to a tall and intimidating brute with six eyes and a large mouth with sharp teeth, two hands sucked out of its side as the horns of a buck would transform into sharp ones. Andrew witnessed it tear its skin slowly into a bloody figure mixed with black on the bottom of its hooves — turned around and strike at someone else.

 

And Andrew was still injured, ugly purple and blue bruises will form soon after this incident. 

 

Andrew placed his hands on his ears as the creature screeched more in agony, he feels like he wants to rip his own ears off because of the creatures screams. And then, a pause was heard after a thud sound.

 

.... After a few moments of silence Andrew shakily remove his hands from his ears and muster out the courage to open one of his eyes to take a glance of what happened. 

 

"We got dinner." He looks at you with a shocked expression, drenched with, what he presumes is,  the deer's blood as you cut some of the deer's skin to have for dinner(?). Cutting some and putting it in a see through bag for another time to eat.

 

"Let's go back." You leave him agape as you carry the meat and grab your bag from the ground. The raven cat flicked its tail at Andrew from inside the bag of the Detective, emerald eyes looking at him as it tilts his head.

 

"Hopefully, you've learned your lesson." The cat shows it's sharp teeth before returning into the bag to rest after a day's work.

Inventory:

• You have acquired a crossbow

• Bolts

• Slices of Demon Meat that is somehow edible

• Med kit

Safety Meter:  16%

You may rest.

 

Status: Acquaintances (?) (10%)



Chapter 4: The Other Side
Chapter by ProjectCrimson
Summary:
We drop into how Ashley's doing on the other side, how the Detective views the world compared to how Andrew sees it and you make a deal with the Devil.

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
 Week 1: Day 6

 

Ashley treads through the dimmed city of bloodshed as she hides and navigates through the Underworld.

 

"Ugh, this is sooooooo boooooooriiiiing." The woman blows a raspberry as she looks around a corner of an alleyway and sticks her tongue out of disgust of a rotting corpse before walking forward.

 

"Where are you Andrew? He... Wouldn't leave me right? No, he could never. I have plenty of dirt on him." I mean, why would he? If her manipulation didn't work, their body count can keep him tied to her forever. 

 

If it weren't for that damn Detective. 

 

How did he know about their crimes? No one saw and all of the bodies were burnt in the building. So fucking irritating. Ashley ponders in thought while she wanders the familiar environment, but never had she explored it before. It's only the time when the Entity took her here first, she never did get a tour around the neighborhood. 

 

Screams can be heard from a mile away, only a fool would come and assist those so-called "tortured souls" without a second thought to think that they might be a red flag of deceit by demons.

 

Although, Ashley can give credit where credit is due. For a bunch of freaks living in a miserable life like this, and getting accustomed to the environment around them — especially the temperature of the place — they sure know how to keep themselves sustained for so long.

 

With or without the need for human souls. Whether or not they eat each other to survive, Ashley could care less. I mean, why would she when no one once helped her either?

 

It was only Andrew. And it will always be him. No one else.

 

Ashley have a malicious smirk on her lips, she fantasize of the ways she would do to her brother once they find each other and escape prison. It would be smooth sailing for them as well, once they take out the Detective, shouldn't be too hard. Right?

 

Ashley squealed at the thought of eating him. And even keeping his bracelet as hers as a sign of requiem of what she's accomplished and the deed she committed, oh how Ashley couldn't suppress the urge to know the Detective's delicious skin and — oh, God if she can have the luxury to take a nibble of those eyes—

 

Ashely kept wandering ahead to who knows where she's heading to, unaware of her surroundings and more in daydreaming — and she steps over bones. She yelps and groans as she face the dirty black soil, she whips her head around and kicked the carcass of a demonic animal who's head seems to be gone from its head.

 

A sickening crack was heard when she tripped over it. The corpse appeared to be so drained out of its life, its unidentified of what unfortunate animal — or creature since its technically not an animal and that's just a demon's many forms — fell trap on another one of its kind. 

 

Ashley expressed a sour face and stood up, running a hand through her hair. She noticed how it's been awhile since she's brushed it, maybe she'll ask her brother to buy a brush for her and she will repay him with another one of his... Fantasies.

 

Ashley observed her surroundings and the Demons that she had to hide from, perhaps she should've read a book of them if only for this situation. If she can just sacrifice a soul for the greedy Entity to release her from this realm, then she'll be home free.

 

Crimson painted the sky and cascaded all over the lands, steaming lava being the replacement of water. And even there was a possibility of water, Ashley bets on her ass that it'd be a different color. The area she's in is very boring and not many buildings she can raid from if there could be a chance that there might be some human resources that these freaks dragged or consumed into their realm.

 

So, as much to Ashley's dislike, she'll have to keep walking through the many carcasses and be aware of the potential threats lurking around the her area. Now that Ashley was peering at the sky, she cursed under her breathe and whined that she's in-between a raven, a crack within the lands was evident and now Ashley has to figure out a way to climb out of the crack as well.

 

Ashley groaned and out of frustration, — grasp unto the nearest rock and threw it into the clearing infront of her. Where slight freedom lies, it's an upgrade to be up there than be here. 

 

Ugh, why does her life have to be so difficult.

 

 

And to add salt to the wound. 

 

 

Ashley flinch when a growl was heard a meter away from her, she quickly ran to the nearest hiding spot. Ashley holds her breath and crouched down as the demon growled low and grumbles, the ground shook a little, signalling that the creature is definitely not so little. Guess she isn't going to get any sleep for the night, how annoying.

 

 

You bandage Andrew's wounds, dabbing the cotton ball with alcohol and gently press on his back, the crackling of the fire and purring from the cat accompanying the two of you.

 

"Did you really think that you can get away? We only have each other for now, and that Demon." You scold Andrew for his stupidity. The man being scolded clenches his pants tight as he tries his best to suppress a whimper or shake because of the injuries he has, it hurts so much that he can't hear you scolding him but he can comprehend the tone of your voice that you're pissed even if it sounds calm.

 

"Shit-" He flinched and bites down his bottom lip when one of your fingers accidentally brush past his bruised skin.

 

You pause briefly, before continuing to tend to his injuries albeit slowly and gently mindful to his wounds. You let out a sigh for the hundredth time.

 

"Don't do it again. It can be dangerous, we can't face against supernatural beings that have greater power than us." You finished dabbing gauze and wrap him up with clean white bandages from the med kit box.

 

"You just killed a Demon." Andrew muttered.

 

"Tough luck and I sustained injuries, haven't I?" You retort, referencing the minor wounds you've gained in the fight. But Andrew appears to earn more than just bruises, with the way he breathes unevenly no matter how much he tries to be as quiet as a mouse hiding in a cabinet or a moth at night.

 

The Detective knows there are a few bones broken, maybe his two front ribs and an almost damaged spine. If the Demonic Deer were to grace him with another stomp on his back, Andrew wouldn't survive and could never bend or run normally again.

 

Well, as far as you know. He isn't too hurt at the very least, he can bend a little bit not fully which means he can't crouch.

 

"I'm done. You can rest now, don't move in your sleep and only sleep still."

 

"Like a log?"

 

"Precisely." Andrew furrow his brows.

 

"That sounds uncomfortable."

 

"Well, that's the consequences of your stupidity." You flick his forehead and he yelps, rubbing his forehead then slowly lays on the ground, looking up at the crimson sky.

 

"..." He continues looking at the sky before closing his eyes.

 

"... Hey, Detective, you think we can make it out of here alive?"

 

"With Determination and a positive attitude, yes." Andrew released a chuckle, now that made him laugh. Why wouldn't he? You? Have a positive outlook? Laughable.

 

"I didn't know you have such childish beliefs."

 

"They aren't. Humans develop with determination, curiosity and a positive attitude. From the Stone Age, to Wars, to advanced Technology and soon to be developing a better environment for the future generation, for the worse or for the better. Do you know why we develop? Is because we strive to be better for the children, even if it's hopeless." Andrew couldn't reply or insult you. He didn't know you had such... Hope and sincerity in your voice. You? A gloomy, righteous, cold and strict guy who's trying to separate him from his sister, how could you have such optimism in this situation?

 

"Ha, whatever. Development doesn't come with all positive outcomes, there's pollution, corruption, capitalism, and so much more. Have we really changed? Or was it only the environment?" You let out a hum of understanding, cleaning your blade with the used neckerchief and tossing it away once finished.

 

"I get that but that isn't society as a whole. It depends on the people, how you're raised and what the adults teach you." You look down at the sharpened metal, your face reflecting upon the object.

 

"I want to be someone who my sisters can depend on, someone they can take example from, someone who they can develop and learn from to help others and be apart of developing a better future for generation. Little by little, we can learn to come together and be better. That's what I have always and will believe." You were firm on it. Your mother and father always educated you to be a great example for your younger siblings and little cousins so you took the role of being the best example for them to look up to, a beacon of light you could say.

 

Andrew cracks an eye open to glance at you, shifting his weight a little to get more comfortable to the best of his ability with the position his in.

 

"You say that and yet, you sound and look tired. Are you even happy? Happy being someone to look up to?" You pause your movement before continuing to inspect your weapon to see if there were any damages caused by that demon.

 

"I'm filled with plenty of joy. Are you? Happy to kill off lives from our world?"

 

"It was out of defense dickhead. We had our reasons." Andrew argued with narrow eyes. 

 

"I get the cannibalism in the Organ Theft building, but killing off Nina? Your childhood friend? A mere innocent child? And eating your parents? Seriously? You could've gotten revenge by doing something else." 

 

Andrew groaned and rolled his eyes at the Detective's moral words, not wanting a lecture from him as he parts his lips in response.

 

"So what? They deserved it. Especially that poor excuse of a father, and Nina... Don't, involve her okay?" He looks away from you, guilt flashing in his eyes before it quickly disappeared.

 

"Weren't you close with your mother? You said it yourself. There were also CCTV footage of how you two trespassed their building and yet she didn't kick both of you out." Andrew goes quiet after what you've said.

 

"You admitted to your crimes and I can feel your guilt from a mile away. So, sleep it off." You put an end of the conversation, making a makeshift pillow out of your coat and sliding it under his head gently.

 

The Detective shivers as the heated winds of the lands hit his skin, Andrew went stiff by your action. And he can't help but feel conflicted with everything you do, first you were being some broody jerk, and that would transition to a kind guy, caring even, but Andrew bites his tongue at the thought of the Detective truly feeling that way. 

 

Andrew can't deny the Detective's actions and words, but he desires an answer. "... Why do you always have to be so," he paused, noticing from the corner of his eye, your back still turned to him. "... Stupid." Andrew murmured and didn't know how to form a sentence anymore.

 

"And you need some rest. I've seen corpses that look alive then you." You stated bluntly, putting down your dagger and grabbing the crossbow, checking if it needed any repairs. Silence ensued briefly before the younger man spoke up.

 

"... Aren't you going to sleep?"

 

"One of us needs to keep an eye out. Can't trust that cat and I can't trust you either moreover, you need to recover so you need sleep more then I do. I might as well be the look out." You create five bolts from the scrap of items the both of you gathered from the last building you two visited. Andrew lets out a hum before slowly closing his eyes shut, exhaustion washing over him for the past two days.

 

The cat stuck his tongue out playfully, smirking at the Detective's dubiousness — and yet, he's the only creature willing to guide them around the environment as the raven feline continues to curl himself next to the bag. 

 

The Detective had a thought that came popping from his head, he turns to the cat as his fingers still holds unto a metal ball — as a tip of the bolt of the crossbow. "Cat, you haven't specifically answered me. Is time different here?" 

 

The cat's tail flicked along with his ear twitching, his emerald eyes opened and took a peak at the Detective. With that same cheshire-devilish smirk, the cat was weighing his options of whether or not to tell the mortal. Or play with him some more. But he settled with being kind to him.

 

For something in return.

 

"... Hmm, indeed. One week here would be two days in the mortal world, a month here would be equivalent to the mortal world being three weeks —did I mention that there's Seven other rings? No? Oh, well." The cat purrs and laid his chin atop of his wrist again, ready for sleep.

 

"Hmm... So, five weeks here would equivalent to...?" 

 

"Two months and a half." 

 

"I see." 

 

"Why do you ask?" The cat couldn't help but have curiosity slip out.

 

"Because I've calculated we will escape from here within five weeks or half if Mr. Graves ever sustains any injuries." 

 

"Ooo, such confidence." The cat cooed and laughs in amusement, "I think you two might lose a limb or two, that's if you can survive and escape the Underworld."

 

"I'll guarantee we will survive, though, I can't control any limbs being lost." 

 

The cat purrs in thought, "Perhaps you can," a paused came from the feline before presuming. "But what about the cannibal? Sometimes, situations like these, someone like you need to make extra measures and handle rational decisions. Even sacrificing a soul to leave this realm." 

 

"... What are you suggesting?"

 

"If you were to sacrifice the sinner over there," the man of the hour still rests and snores softly as the two conversed. "Then you can leave this realm, but not him. And even you know that Andrew was thinking about sacrificing you the moment he ran. Well, tried to." 

 

"I'm not like you or Mr. Graves." You scoff at the idea. Even if that would be the easiest way out of here, and no matter how difficult Andrew can be, you would rather resort to something pitiful than breaking a promise to your sisters; to be always kind, no matter the situation he's in.

 

"I know you heard our conversation, I've had plenty of experiences of where my beliefs is challenged but I won't change my mind. I will stay fair and pay criminals, like the Graves Siblings, the consequences they deserve. Despite their circumstances, it doesn't justify their actions."

 

"And what if they didn't have a choice?"

 

"Everyone has a choice, it's the shitty Justice system and the shitty people that makes desperate and innocent people do desperate measures and horrible acts in order to bring justice."

 

"Which is why I'll be the person they'll turn to so that they won't have to commit heinous and desperate actions to avenge their loved ones." An intense silence ensues as both of you glare at each other, holding eye contact and refusing to look away until the other does, the cat continues to look at you with an intense stare before breaking eye contact first, sighing.

 

"Let's make a deal then." 

 

"I reject." The raven feline irked at your quick response.

 

"You don't get to reject. I can literally kill both of you right now."

 

"... Fine."

 

"If you can leave in five weeks, then Ashley's soul will immediately be mine the minute she's executed. If you can't like you've calculated, both of your souls are mine." The cat gives you a Cheshire grin, sharp teeth in view.

 

"What's the catch?" You don't believe a demon offering a deal that's too good to be true.

 

"No catch! Aren't you lucky to have me as your guide?" 

 

"..." You squint your eyes at it, as if you can narrow your eyes enough you can see right through it. Damn, psychology don't work on Demons, is it lying? Is it not? Ashley is the biggest criminal you've ever made a case on, even if you haven't investigated her, you can tell just by her face, body language and how she's affected Andrew from the short amount of time both of you spent that she's a dangerous individual.

 

"Is it a deal then?" The cat smirks, the hot air hits the Detective's skin much harsher now as dead leaves starts to fly because of the force. The raven cat jumps down from where he sits before and within a blink of an eye.

 

A demon appeared, holding the form of a human with horns and a tail, taller and a much wiry build compared to the Detective as he approached with a devilish grin. The winds howled almost as loud as the screams, anticipation settling in the air while the cat awaits your final decision. Purple and green affects came sparking from the demon's hand as he grins, his frame taller than the mortal.

 

Not all can be saved, so perhaps, it's better off to leave Ashley behind. Right?

 

Do you accept the deal? 

 

 

Yes

No

 

The decision is yours, every action has it's equal and opposite reaction so choose wisely, Player :)

– Salutations from the Void